22                     THE KINGS AMOUR.

went slowly along the road, until he disappeared* But
my father stood silent, like a picture painted on a wall,
gazing after him as he went, while I clung to him in
terror. And so as we stood together, suddenly there
arose a hubbub, and a cry, and wailing in the palace be-
hind us. And all at once, all the servants ran out in
a crowd together, and stood around us, exclaiming: Alas!
the Queen! alas! the Queen ! Then said my father:
What is the matter ? And as he spoke, I felt his grasp
tighten, as he held my shoulder, till I almost screamed
with pain. And a female doorkeeper stood forward,
and said: 0 Maharaj, the Queen has fallen from a high
window, and broken herself to pieces on the ground
below. For in her curiosity to see for herself, from the-
women's apartments, what you were doing with the old
mendicant, she leaned out till she lost her balance,
and tumbled down, and now she is dead.

So when my father heard this, he let me go, and
stood a long while, without speaking; and his head
hung down upon his breast. And at the last, he said
aloud, very slowly, speaking to himself: I was the
guilty culprit, and yet now, she has suffered, and I am
the murderer of my own wife. And she would have
followed me : therefore now, I must follow her. Or
shall it be said, in my dominions, that all who
murdered their wives were punished with death, except
the King? And he took his dagger out of his belt
And he exclaimed : Lo! ye of my household; ye are